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another occasion I am always going to have a net. I
do not think the locusts would eat it if it were dry.

Strange as it may sound, I simply loved the whole
show; loved the heat of the old desert; the silence, the
freedom, and the mad spirit of adventure. Of course,
I was burnt black, and my eyes always go very blue after
I have been out in the desert.

Gradually the evening came, the shadows lengthened
and the heat abated somewhat. At 7*30 p,m* we had
our second meal: pork pies, tinned fruit, and more chai
and lemonade. I must digress for a moment and explain
here that Bunny is an Australian, although he loudly
asserts he is a South African. Wherever he goes there
is an almost incessant brew of tea.

Curiously enough a little grey dove had come in
the morning and stayed with us all day hopping about
on the planes. It flew away at dusk. A desert lark
also came and stayed for a little. They both looked
horribly thin and starved. The sun then sank down
below the grey green edge of the desert, absolutely whole
like a burnished yellow shield, till the last little bit was
gone behind the perfectly level horizon; and you could
almost feel its absence as if a heater had suddenly been
shut off. In the south-east the moon was already up,
whole and round, and brightening every moment. A
few fleecy clouds looked as if they were pasted on to
the sky, rather like the clouds you see painted by old
Italian masters. The hush of the dusk enwrapped the
desert. The stillness was profound.

We were within a hundred yards of the track. Dur-
ing the day twelve cars had passed along the track, all
driven by natives. One of them hailed us to know if
we wanted water. The desert felt very different from